He Buys a Birthday Gift for a Young Lady
to reflect the state of men's minds. People arose and went
to work. Bakers browned their bread in ovens; waiters
shook out clean cloths over the table-tops; women suckled
their babies in the gardens of Notre Dame; and soft-
voiced sisters moved through the wards of the hospital,
L'Hotel Dieu. After all, it is but a small fraction of a
people that incites insurrection and cries for blood. The
majority vastly prefer to tread their accustomed rounds.
But though the tumult of the evening before had sub-
sided and the wild red bonnets had departed to their
rowdy bivouac by the Seine, the hush, the comparative
desertion of the streets, were all too ominous. There was
activity enough under cover, as every one knew. The the-
aters were crowded with communists, the convents with
the plotting Jacobins, who had brought up these wild men
of the South to screw the courage of a good-natured
people to the sticking-point, the assault on the king. And
the legions were drilling on the plains, while, in the court-
yard of the palace, Mandat was deploying the six thou-
sand defenders of the crown. Only on necessary errands,
therefore, did orderly citizens venture on the streets. The
more cautious were beginning to draw their bolts. And
the market-women and shopkeepers waiting on their few
customers kept their ears cocked for the return of those
marching feet.
Napoleon, of course, would have ventured anywhere,
and he was about, though his promotion had come and he
should have rejoined his regiment. But discipline in the
Revolutionary armies was none too strict, and his self-
assurance had hitherto got him out of all scrapes. Big
things were about to happen in Paris* He would stay a
while and await the drama.
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